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Isaiah 40:1-26 ישעיהו מ׳:א׳-כ״ו
ם׃ (ב)  ר ֱא�ֵהיֶכֽ י יֹאַמ֖ (א) ַנֲח֥מּו ַנֲח֖מּו ַעִּמ֑
י  יָה ִּכ֤ ֙ם ְוִקְר֣אּו ֵאֶל֔ ִ֨ ב ְיֽרּוָׁשַל ַּדְּב֞רּו ַעל־ֵל֤

י ָלְקָח֙ה ִמַּי֣ד  ה ֲעֹוָנּ֑ה ִּכ֤ י ִנְרָצ֖ ּה ִּכ֥ ְלָא֙ה ְצָבָא֔ ָמֽ
יָה׃ (ס) (ג) ֣קֹול  ִים ְּבָכל־ַחּטֹאֶתֽ ה ִּכְפַל֖ ְיהָו֔

ה  ֶר� ְיהָו֑ה ַיְּׁשרּ֙ו ָּבֲעָרָב֔ ר ַּפּ֖נּו ֶּד֣ א ַּבִּמְדָּב֕ קֹוֵר֔
ר  א ְוָכל־ַה֥ ינּו׃ (ד) ָּכל־ֶּגי֙א ִיָּנֵׂש֔ ה ֵלא�ֵהֽ ְמִסָּל֖

ָעֹק֙ב ְלִמיׁ֔שֹור  לּו ְוָהָי֤ה ֶהֽ ה ִיְׁשָּפ֑ ְוִגְבָע֖
ה ְּכ֣בֹוד ְיהָו֑ה  ה׃ (ה) ְוִנְגָל֖ ים ְלִבְקָעֽ ְוָהְרָכִס֖

ר׃ (ס)  י ְיהָו֖ה ִּדֵּבֽ י ִּפ֥ ו ִּכ֛ ְוָר֤אּו ָכל־ָּבָׂש֙ר ַיְחָּד֔
א  ה ֶאְקָר֑ ר ָמ֣ א ְוָאַמ֖ ר ְקָר֔ (ו) ֚קֹול ֹאֵמ֣

ה׃  יץ ַהָּׂשֶדֽ יר ְוָכל־ַחְסּ֖דֹו ְּכִצ֥ ר ָחִצ֔ ָּכל־ַהָּבָׂש֣
י ֥רּוַח ְיהָו֖ה ָנְׁ֣שָבה  יץ ִּכ֛ ל ִצ֔ ׁש ָחִצי֙ר ָנֵ֣בֽ (ז) ָיֵב֤

ל  יר ָנֵ֣בֽ ׁש ָחִצ֖ ם׃ (ח) ָיֵב֥ יר ָהָעֽ ן ָחִצ֖ ּ֑בֹו ָאֵכ֥
ם׃ (ס) (ט)  ינּו ָי֥קּום ְלעֹוָלֽ יץ ּוְדַבר־ֱא�ֵה֖ ִצ֑
יִמי  ֶרת ִצּ֔יֹון ָהִר֤ ַה ֲעִלי־ָל֙� ְמַבֶּׂש֣ ל ַהר־ָּגֹב֤ ַע֣

יִמ֙י  ֶרת ְירּוָׁשָלִ֑ ם ָהִר֙ � ְמַבֶּׂש֖ ַח֙ קֹוֵל֔ ַבֹּכ֨
ה ִהֵּנ֖ה  י ְיהּוָד֔ ִאי ִאְמִר֙י ְלָעֵר֣ ַאל־ִּתיָר֔

ה ֲאֹדָנ֤י ְיהִו֙ה ְּבָחָז֣ק ָי֔בֹוא  ם׃ (י) ִהֵּנ֨ ֱא�ֵהיֶכֽ
ְׁשָלה ֑לֹו ִהֵּנ֤ה ְׂשָכרֹ֙ו ִאּ֔תֹו ּוְפֻעָּל֖תֹו  ּוְזֹר֖עֹו ֹמ֣

ץ  ה ִּבְזֹרעֹ֙ו ְיַקֵּב֣ יו׃ (יא) ְּכֹרֶע֙ה ֶעְד֣רֹו ִיְרֶע֔ ְלָפָנֽ
ל׃ (ס) (יב)  א ָע֖לֹות ְיַנֵהֽ ים ּוְבֵחי֖קֹו ִיָּׂש֑ ְטָלִא֔

ן  ִי֙ם ַּבֶּז֣ ֶרת ִּתֵּכ֔ ִים ְוָׁשַמ֙ ד ְּבָׁשֳע֜לֹו ַמ֗ י־ָמַד֨ ִמֽ
ים  ֶל֙ס ָהִר֔ ל ַּבֶּפ֙ ֶרץ ְוָׁשַק֤ ר ָהָא֑ ׁש ֲעַפ֣ ל ַּבָּׁשִל֖ ְוָכ֥

ן ֶאת־֖רּוַח  י־ִתֵּכ֥  ִים׃ (יג) ִמֽ ּוְגָב֖עֹות ְּבמֹאְזָנֽ
י נֹוָעץ֙  ּנּו׃ (יד) ֶאת־ִמ֤ יׁש ֲעָצ֖תֹו יֹוִדיֶעֽ ְיהָו֑ה ְוִא֥

הּו  ט ַוְיַלְּמֵד֣ ַרח ִמְׁשָּפ֑ הּו ְּבֹא֣  ְיַלְּמֵד֖ הּו ַוֽ ַוְיִביֵנ֔
ן ּגֹוִי֙ם  ּנּו׃ (טו) ֵה֤ ֶר� ְּתבּו֖נֹות יֹוִדיֶעֽ ַעת ְוֶד֥ ַד֔

ים  ן ִאִּי֖ בּו ֵה֥ ַחק מֹאְזַנ֖ ִים ֶנְחָׁש֑ י ּוְכַׁש֥ ר ִמְּדִל֔ ְּכַמ֣
ר ְוַחָּי֔תֹו  י ָּבֵע֑ ין ֵּד֖ ק ִיּֽטֹול׃ (טז) ּוְלָב֕נֹון ֵא֥ ַּכַּד֥

(1) Comfort, oh comfort My people,  Says
your God. (2) Speak tenderly to Jerusalem,
And declare to her  That her term of
service is over,  That her iniquity is
expiated;  For she has received at the hand
of the LORD  Double for all her sins. (3) A
voice rings out:  “Clear in the desert  A
road for the LORD!  Level in the
wilderness  A highway for our God! (4)
Let every valley be raised,  Every hill and
mount made low.  Let the rugged ground
become level  And the ridges become a
plain. (5) The Presence of the LORD shall
appear,  And all flesh, as one, shall behold
—  For the LORD Himself has spoken.”
(6) A voice rings out: “Proclaim!”
Another asks, “What shall I proclaim?”
“All flesh is grass,  All its goodness like
flowers of the field: (7) Grass withers,
flowers fade  When the breath of the
LORD blows on them.  Indeed, man is but
grass: (8) Grass withers, flowers fade—
But the word of our God is always
fulfilled!” (9) Ascend a lofty mountain,  O
herald of joy to Zion;  Raise your voice
with power,  O herald of joy to Jerusalem
—  Raise it, have no fear;  Announce to
the cities of Judah:  Behold your God! (10)
Behold, the Lord GOD comes in might,
And His arm wins triumph for Him;  See,
His reward is with Him,  His recompense
before Him. (11) Like a shepherd He
pastures His flock:  He gathers the lambs
in His arms  And carries them in His
bosom;  Gently He drives the mother
sheep. (12) Who measured the waters with
the hollow of His hand,  And gauged the
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ִין ֶנְגּ֑דֹו  ם ְּכַא֣ ה׃ (ס) (יז) ָּכל־ַהּגֹוִי֖ י עֹוָלֽ ין ֵּד֖ ֵא֥
י  הּו ֶנְחְׁשבּו־ֽלֹו׃ (יח) ְוֶאל־ִמ֖ ֶפס ָוֹת֖ ֵמֶא֥

ַעְרכּו ֽלֹו׃ (יט)  ל ּוַמה־ְּד֖מּות ַּת֥ ְּתַדְּמ֣יּון ֵא֑
ּנּו  ב ְיַרְּקֶע֑ ף ַּבָּזָה֣ ׁש ְוֹצֵר֖ � ָחָר֔ ֶס֙ל ָנַס֣ ַהֶּפ֙

ץ  ה ֵע֥ ן ְּתרּוָמ֔ ְמֻסָּכ֣ ף׃ (כ) ַהֽ ֶסף צֹוֵרֽ ּוְרֻת֥קֹות ֶּכ֖
ין  ׁש ָחָכ֙ם ְיַבֶּקׁש־֔לֹו ְלָהִכ֥ ר ָחָר֤ ב ִיְבָח֑ א־ִיְרַק֖ ֹֽ ל

ְדעּ֙ו ֲה֣לֹוא  א ִיּֽמֹוט׃ (כא) ֲה֤לֹוא ֵתֽ ֹ֥ ֶסל ל ֶּפ֖
אׁש ָלֶכ֑ם ֲהלֹו֙א  ֹ֖ עּו ֲה֛לֹוא ֻהַּג֥ד ֵמר ִתְׁשָמ֔
ֶרץ׃ (כב) ַהֹּיֵׁש֙ב  ם מֹוְס֖דֹות ָהָאֽ יֹנֶת֔ ֲהִב֣

ה ַכֹּדק֙  ים ַהּנֹוֶט֤ יָה ַּכֲחָגִב֑ ֶרץ ְוֹיְׁשֶב֖ ַעל־֣חּוג ָהָא֔
ן  ֶבת׃ (כג) ַהּנֹוֵת֥ ֶהל ָלָׁשֽ ם ָּכֹא֖ ִים ַוִּיְמָּתֵח֥ ָׁשַמ֔

ה׃ (כד)  הּו ָעָׂשֽ ֶרץ ַּכֹּת֥ ְפֵטי ֶא֖ ִין ֹׁש֥ ים ְלָא֑ רֹוְזִנ֖
ׁש  ף ַּבל־ֹׁשֵר֥ עּו ַא֛ ף ַּבל־ֹזָר֔ עּו ַא֚ ף ַּבל־ִנָּט֗ ַא֣

ה  ׁשּו ּוְסָעָר֖ ף ָּבֶה֙ם ַוִּיָב֔ ם ְוַגם־ָנַׁש֤ ֶרץ ִּגְזָע֑ ָּבָא֖
י ְתַדְּמ֖יּוִני  ם׃ (ס) (כה) ְוֶאל־ִמ֥ ׁש ִּתָּׂשֵאֽ ַּכַּק֥

ר ָקֽדֹוׁש׃ (כו) ְׂשאּו־ָמ֨רֹום  ְוֶאְׁשֶו֑ה יֹאַמ֖
ר  יא ְבִמְסָּפ֖ ֶּלה ַהּמֹוִצ֥ א ֵא֔ ֵעיֵניֶכ֤ם ּוְראּ֙ו ִמי־ָבָר֣

ב אֹוִני֙ם  א ֵמֹר֤ ם ִיְקָר֔ ם ְלֻכָּל֙ם ְּבֵׁש֣ ְצָבָא֑
ר׃ (ס) א ֶנְעָּדֽ ֹ֥ יׁש ל ַח ִא֖ יץ ֹּכ֔ ְוַאִּמ֣

skies with a span,  And meted earth’s dust 
with a measure,  And weighed the 
mountains with a scale  And the hills with 
a balance? (13) Who has plumbed the mind 
of the LORD,  What man could tell Him 
His plan? (14) Whom did He consult, and 
who taught Him,  Guided Him in the way 
of right?  Who guided Him in knowledge  
And showed Him the path of wisdom? (15) 
The nations are but a drop in a bucket,  
Reckoned as dust on a balance;  The very 
coastlands He lifts like motes. (16) 
Lebanon is not fuel enough,  Nor its beasts 
enough for sacrifice. (17) All nations are as 
naught in His sight;  He accounts them as 
less than nothing. (18) To whom, then, can 
you liken God,  What form compare to 
Him? (19) The idol? A woodworker shaped 
it,  And a smith overlaid it with gold,   
Forging links of silver. (20) As a gift, he 
chooses the mulberry—  A wood that does 
not rot—  Then seeks a skillful 
woodworker  To make a firm idol,  That 
will not topple. (21) Do you not know?  
Have you not heard?  Have you not been 
told  From the very first?  Have you not 
discerned   How the earth was founded? 
(22) It is He who is enthroned above the 
vault of the earth,  So that its inhabitants 
seem as grasshoppers;  Who spread out the 
skies like gauze,  Stretched them out like a 
tent to dwell in. (23) He brings potentates 
to naught,  Makes rulers of the earth as 
nothing. (24) Hardly are they planted,  
Hardly are they sown,  Hardly has their 
stem  Taken root in earth,  When He blows 
upon them and they dry up,  And the storm 
bears them off like straw. (25) To whom, 
then, can you liken Me,  To whom can I be 
compared?  —says the Holy One. (26) Lift 
high your eyes and see:  Who created 
these?  He who sends out their host by 
count,  Who calls them each by name:  
Because of His great might and vast 
power,  Not one fails to appear.
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